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my own case, I find that I can do entirely without external forms
in my soul's realization. I can claim,, therefore, that there is truly
sufficient Art in my life, though you might not see what you call
Works of Art about me. My room may have blank walls; and I
may even dispense with the roof, so that I may gaze out upon the
starry heavens overhead that stretch in an unending expanse of
beauty. What conscious Art of man can give me the panoramic
scenes that open out before me, when I look up to the sky above
with all its shining stars? This, however, does not mean that I
refuse to accept the .value of productions of Art, generally accep-
ted as such, but only that I personally feel how inadequate these
are compared with the eternal symbols of beauty in Nature. These
productions of man's Art have their value only so far as they
help the soul onward towards self-realization.
[R:] But the artists claim to see and to find Truth through outward
beauty. Is it possible to see and find Truth in that way?
I would reverse the order. I see and find Beauty in Truth
or through Truth. All Truths, not merely true ideas, but truthful
faces, truthful pictures, or songs, are highly beautiful. People
generally fail to see Beauty in Truth, the ordinary man runs
away from it and becomes blind to the beauty in it. Whenever
men begin to see Beauty in Truth, then true Art will arise.
[R:] But cannot Beauty be separated from Truth, and Truth from Beauty?
I should want to know exactly what is Beauty, If it is what
people generally understand by that word, then they are wide
apart. Is a woman with fair features necessarily beautiful?
[R:] Yes.
Even if she may be of an ugly character?
[R:] But her face in that case cannot be beautiful. It will always be the
index of the soul within. The true artist with the genius of perception will
produce the right expression.
But here you are begging the whole question. You now admit
that mere outward form may not make a thing beautiful. To
a true artist only that face is beautiful which, quite apart from
exterior, shines with the Truth within the souL There is then, as I
have said, no Beauty apart from Truth. On the other hand^ Truth
may manifest itself in forms which may not be outwardly beauti-
ful at all. Socrates, we are told, was the most truthful man of his
time and yet his features are said to have been the ugliest in
Greece. To my mind he was beautiful, because all his life was a